Peftfcles'frittcc oftyn* 

Lyf.Now pritty one, how long have you beene atthis trade* 
Mar. What trade fir ? 

Lyf. Why, I cannot name, but I mall offend. 

Mar. I cannot be Offended with my trade, pleafe you tlJ 

name it. - _ , . c ~ . 

Li. How long have you beene or this protelnon ? 

Mar. Ere fince I can remember. 

Li. Did you goe too’t fo yong> were you a gamfter at fot/ 
or at leaven ? 

Mar* Earlier too fir, if now I be one. 

Ly. Why the houfe you dwell in proclaims you to be a c® 
ture of fale. 

Mar. Doe you know this houfe to be a place d luchrefoc 
and will come into it ? I heare fay you are of honourable pate 
and the Governour of this place. 

Ly. Why /hath your Principall made knowne unto you,* 

I am ? 

CMar. Who is my Principall ? 

Ly. Why your hearbe woman, fiie that fets feeds and rooty 
offoame and iniquity? Oh you have heard fome-thing ofm 
power,, and fo ftand aloft for more ferious wooing, bntl pro-, 
teft to thee, pretty one, my authority lhall not fee thee, or cli 
looke friendly upon thee; come bring me to fome private place, 
come, come. 

Mar. If yon were borne to honour, fhew it now, if put® 
on you, make the judgement good, that thought you worn 
of it. 

Ly. How’s this ? how’s this? fome more ,be fage. 

Mar. For me that am a maide, though moft ungentle re 
tune have plac’d me in this Stie, where fince I came, difwj 
have beene fold dearer than Phyficke, O that the gods w® 
let me free from this unhallowed place, though they did chang- 
me to the meaneft bird that flies i’th purer aire. 

Ly. I did notthinke thou couldft have lpoke fo well, I* 
dreampt thou couldft ; had I brought hither a corrupted n*' n , 
thy fpeech had altered it,hold heere’s gold for thee,|>eriever e 
that cleare way thou goeft, and the gods ftrengthen thee. 



iy. For my.pa^‘^‘;^ ilel fare t hee welb tnou art a 

fetefc S gooa,Kfe, if** 

frLfe.bu, for 
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yom peevifa ’ 0 (hall undoe a whole houfe-. 

.agsa® 

Mar. Whither wouldyouhasje me • com- 

£rltCY 

StwoSwSfe^ M^eehathhe^efpokenholy 
words to the Lord Lyfmachm. 

^^^oMbnassweretomukebefethea 
face of the gods- 

Baud. Marry hang her up for ever. . , . r ,:u , 

Boult. The Nobleman would have deau with her like 
bleman, and foe font him away as cold as a Snow-ball, laying 

take her.away, ufeher at thy pleafare, cracke 
the elaffeof her virginity, and make-the reft male-able. 

■ Boult. And if foe were a thornier peece of ground than fhee 
is, foe foali be ploughed . 

Mar. Harke, harke, you gods. 

» Mtj cVif. /T>ninrf.<!.n«fav with her, would ihchaa never < 




